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receive them, then. Thank goodness you are here,
David! I should never venture to do it on my own
account."
"Why?"
"Sheer instinct. Nothing else. As I told you, I
looked them up and found them in the social regis-
ter. Wealthy people, I should think. Hotel in Paris,
chateau in Savoy, eleventh Marquis/*
She gave a message to Martin, the English but-
ler, who had made his appearance.
"I must now go and speak to the chef," she
added, turning to Granet. "You might get hold of
some of these other people, if you can."
"Are you sure that your staff will be able to
manage, at such short notice?" he asked. "Clunder-
son will be back, too, you know."
"We can manage all right," she assured him.
"The chef never has half enough to do. You get the
others together, if you can, and I will see to the
luncheon."
"I rather hope that Clunderson does not fail us,**
he observed.
"Why?"
He shrugged his shoulders.
"I don't know. Two judgements are better than
one, you know. I don*t quite understand Spenser's
bringing up new people to move in here just at the
present moment for the sake of twenty-five guineas
a week."
Jane laughed softly as she moved towards the
French window.
"For a man," she declared, "you are very sus-